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Satisfaction Demanded
Y""\OBERT, or Bobby Green, sat on the fence
Ji^ji, that separated his home from that of
Johnnie Black. He thought he had an
awful dull time and was sorrowfully thinking of
his fate. He felt sure his future would be more
exciting than this, but how was he to even guess
that it would be as exciting as it really was?
You see, Bobby turned out to be Bob Green,
the most famous cowpuncher in all  the West.
He rode the very wildest bucking broncoes in-
stead of backyard fences, and wore CHAPS, the
material of which had once adorned an Angora
goat. His shirt was purple silk and in lieu of a
collar and tie he wore a red bandana. At the
pommel of his saddle hung his trusty lariat. As
he rode, or rather, bucked along the cow trail his
heart was the very merriest of hearts and its
beats kept time with the clinking of his spurs on
his high heeled boots.
Now Bob was not in the least afraid of any-
thing or anybody. For, did he not have his
forty-five and a belt of cartridges? And there
was no one who could outdo Bob Green when
it came to shooting. However, even a cowboy
might have been afraid if he had been in Bob's
place just now. For he had been chosen to hunt
down a band of Indians who had been molesting
the country by their petty thefts and lately they
had become so bold as to steal horses and cattle.
Bob turned from the path and made for a little
clump of trees where there was a spring. He
swung to the ground and relieved his horse of
his heavy saddle and blanket and turned him
loose to graze. Then, removing his wide brim-
med, white felt hat, he lay down and got a drink
cowboy fashion. Happily contented, he turned
over and would have taken a short nap had not
a   peculiar  sound   attracted   his  attention.     He
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